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JEN HIRT 
Goats 
Sherry handed the dead lamb to Lett through the red bars of the gate. "Must ve 
got in with the goats," was all she said. Lett had no idea why he should know 
what to do with the body. He watched Sherry separate the mornings hay, 
stunned by how she could so conveniently escape the moment. Lett hated her for 
handing him the lamb, for somehow not blocking off the goat pen, for blaming 
the goats, but mostly for leaving him with this dead white beauty. He laid the 
body at the doorway, where Sherry would have to cross it on her way to the rest 
of the day's mistakes. Lett walked to his garden, bucket and scissors in hand. The 
last thing he wanted to do today was dwell on another dead lamb. 
Spotty autumn leaves caught in the fringe of the mizuna, making Lett's 
task of harvesting the greens only frustrating. He pulled them from the bunches, 
but they stuck to the greens, or hooked their own points with the feathery edges 
of the mizuna. With the wind and rain and now this tiny agitation to top off the 
lifeless frustration behind the barn door, Lett decided against remaining in the 
garden for long. Five bunches ought to be enough, he reasoned. 
Lett was starting to wonder if their move from the city to fifty acres 
would have better remained a dream. Sherry had been eager enough with the 
sheep, which sold decently when the crops weren't paying the bills. Lett's garden 
had triumphed, exploding into peppers and slender eggplants and a sea of yellow 
plum tomatoes. But a few lambs did die, which the vet said was normal. Sherry 
didn't think so. Lett didn't know what to do at all. Then a new lamb had been 
mysteriously born at the summer's end, a tiny anomaly cowering like a minnow in 
a pond of bass. Sherry had been thrilled, but Lett shifted his uneasiness from 
one muddy boot to another. The unexpected lamb was just another sign of how 
he and Sherry were foreigners on a farm, masked in rugged clothes and ideals. 
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Despite his tunnel of a raincoat warding off the persistent rain—not 
quite a downpour but too heavy to just shake out of his hair—the drops found 
their way onto his cheek, down his neck, around his collar. Leaning back on his 
heels, Lett tightened his hood. The rain made the mizuna rows impossibly green 
and impossibly clean, like luminous swipes of paint. The garden would thrive for 
a few more weeks, at least, until the first frost crept relentlessly into the watery 
leaves. "Or until the goats get it," Lett mumbled, imagining Sherry offering him 
the mangled leaves of his summers labor. 
With each snip of a bunch, Lett shook the beading water from his 
fading tan. He realized he was sweating under the raincoat. Maybe that explained 
the wetness around his collar. Maybe that is all the heat he wished he could have 
given the lamb through last night, if he'd known. He tugged more leaves from the 
mizuna, marveling at so much grand uselessness. 
Lett met Sherry in the yard, he clutching a spray of fresh wet mizuna to 
his chest; she holding the lamb, now drizzled with rain. "We ought to bury her," 
he suggested. "I want to get a blanket first," she said back, heading toward the 
house. Lett went to the barn for the shovel. 
"You didn't bury the others earlier this year," he said. 
"This one was my fault." 
"Why did you get the blanket? Someone could use that." 
"I don't want her to be wet." 
"Sherry, it doesn't matter anymore. The soil is wet. She s going to get 
wet no matter what we do." 
She didn't respond. Lett finished the hole, the sides already crumbing 
from the rain. When he fell into bed later, Sherry said she was going for a walk 
to the river. When he woke, she was gone back to the city. 
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